WAR S    MORE    EVIL

and, if possible, America). That was before the days of
the League of Nations Union, the Society's child; and
by the time all the Archbishops and Party leaders had
come in, Aneurin Williams had lapsed into comparative
obscurity.  He was a saint all the same.

"Well," thought I, as I resumed, in the hot afternoon
sunshine, the road to Petersfield, "men have died and
their dreams have survived them, and though every leaf
on every bough seems to whisper (Abyssinia,3 though
the world may be rocking to another calamity, though
the ground elsewhere may be shaking to the tramp of
armed men and the great halls echoing to the thunders
of dictators, though half the world dreads and half the
world threatens, and the air may rain bombs on us at
any moment, the Thirty Years' War was worse in its
way, but it didn't make Grotius or Puffendorf lose
heart." The sky was blue, the world around was quiet
in the sun, willow-herb took light and shade in the
woodland clearings, heather trembled on the open hill-
sides, the dogs slept on doorsteps in the few villages, the
old signs of the "Half Moon" and the "Flying Bull" hung
quietly outside the closed inns, and it seemed prepos-
terous, in such surroundings and with my own heart at
peace, that the lines of Chesterton should come back to
me:

"Earth will grow worse ere men redeem it,
And wars more evil ere all wars cease."

At Petersfield I turned right, along that narrow, hilly,